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Barfara Rankin stood in the doorway
ot the old Houne of Llndtan, looking out

t lat«> the jratliorinff gloom of the short
November day. The cloud that had
~1 «#»* !» ninminir on Llndcau lawn

had crept down to the low prround with
the sunsettlns. The mist (hat had lurkedIn ambush In the marsh beneath had
stolen up the slope to meet It. Theuo
two troops of darkness had joined forces

.0/1 the skirts of Lindean wood; the lone
'Iv house was enveloped In thick-coming
shadows. It stands, as every antiquary
knows. In u fold nf smooth green hills
that look across the plain of the Merse
to the far away blue barrier of Cheviot.
Save for a. shepherd's house or two

there 1* no dwelling of a man-between it
cmd the crest «»C the Lammermulrn. Xrtndpanitself has almost ceased to rank
among Inhabited houses. Once It had
fceen a strong fortallce, able to keep the

* border thieves at bay. It had stood a

*lege,had given a title -to theancient but
decayed family that still hfJd it. Now it
bad fallen to the estate of a shooting

.. pox, occupied for a few months In the
'sporting season by tenants who knew
nothing and cared nothing for Its story.
Everywhere about It were the signs of a

neglected and unhonored ago. The very
.. ivy had begun to lose Its hold on the
walls, and hung <n. hideous trailing
masses about the door and the windows.
A few scrubby gooseberry bushes and
weedy rose tree* alone .survived to show
wWr* the orchard and the flower pots

- had been. The'outhouses were unroof
ci^ and the avenue of venerable beeches
and ashes wm, like, the mansion, more
than hajf * rvln. The great gale of six
>£ann bp* fcufl smUten .lt Bore. The
grandest Ininw-trees as old as the
'tfiwer of l»indean Iteetf.had been laid
prone. ».nd the huge roots still cumbered

ithe wood.
Barbara.' gazed down the dark, vista

until the mist hart swallowed the last
pale gleam of the dying day. The air
was mill. Nothing came to her ears ex«

,.e$pt the patter of the falling leaf and
ttie' strangled roar of thejjtream in the
cleuch below. To herft_flounded like
fhA vote* of silence andloneHnes#.the
tiirge of the fortunes nfcfyhdeanV She
stepped across the ihr^d»o]d and looked
n»p at the escutcheon cnrvied above the
door. It was too dark inr make out the
familiar device of a hand! grasping; the
trunk of a tree and the motto, "Time
alone overcomes me." Bui through the
duct could plainly be descried the fresh,
scars the last tenants of L/lndoari" had
made on the proud crest of the Biackadders.Out of humor at their 111 luck op
the moor they had fired a parting salute
at the family arms. The .eyes of the
faithful oldservitorgieamednngriif. No
JUaCKlKHirr WOUIU nave uunc num u

deed. Evil livers they might have been
r-daredevll, spendthrift, grasping. But
at least they had always borne themselveslike gentlemen. The crude flmi^i.ment and vulgar talk of th^ae new-rich
young men who had come for a season
to carouse under the family roof-tree
an$ abuse the family gods .were enough
to make th« old Blackadders turn in
their graves in the aisle of the abbey
church. Had Barbara b#en present she
would have rescued from this last Indignitythe house in whieh she had been
born and had lived for over sixty years,
even as she rescued the great rusty AndreaPerara that Vivian Blackadder
wielded at Floddenwhen the little Cockneyeportstoan / took lr dotvn from Its
place and tried to bend It double on the
stone flags of the hall. "The fushlon.less body/' she murmured.smlling grim-iv to her*alt. remembering The ease
wherewith she had wrenched the.weapon
'from the graep of the astonished Nlm-.
rod.
.She went Indoor*, and, lighting her

candle, made her tour through the desertedhouse ere retiring forlihe night.
She climbed the spirai stalrcaKo and
threaded the low -vaulted.. passages
from 8U>ry to story ,antfrffr<un room to
room. The atone, pavement ..underfoot
vrtfB worn and broken. The. piaster
hung in fragments from the tailings.
The oak panelings and the old fashionedfurniture had suffered badly from
time and 111-usage. There'were cham-
bore in the oMest portion oc me oiuiuingthat had been boarded up and had
beccme black holes utterly abandoned
to the starlings, the owls apd the b^tH.
Still a dozen rooms remained in occasionaluse, and these were under her
care. In the dining and drawing rolms
.spacious, bare, Jow-ceJlinged aparl.menta.t<be candle made only a small
island- of light, leaving the many cornersand.reces6es In impenetrable shadow.The hangings were moth-eater*,
and the family portraits on the walls
tarnished and faded. The bedrooms
were In ftiK worse ease. Nothing had
been done to repair or furnish them
since the late Lord Undean brought his
bride hither forty years ago. One
chamber alone.what in other days had
b*»en known as the Slate Bedroomgavesigns of being prepared for an
honored guest. Fuel had been laid
ready in the grate. Under the heavy
catsfalqve of the bed the covoret had
been turned down and the white and
well-aired sheets exposed. A pair of
white niippers had even been placed besidethe fireplace for the half-expectod

Hft<l HntliHrn'q InrrU»r hron
searched there would have been found
the materials for what Caleb Balderstonewould have caHed a "cold collation."Her eyes traveled lovingly over
these preparations. Once more her tarn
Jistened lr. vain for the noise of Approachingwheels or roofs in the drive
without. WHh a Brief and longing In
her wrinkled face and a loud o? care
weighing on her paunt and stooping
shoulders she descended to her quarters
in the kitchen.
The fire of peats in the cavernous

chimney had burned/ low. Barbara replenishedit with wood, and, drawing
her stool close to the bars, sat down
with her eftbows on her knees, and with
h*r chin op h»»r hn.nrtw. Ifor wcti'
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fixed on the brands that flared up and
thf-n aank Jn red ember®, lighting In
flashes tHo fstrong", worn features, and
making her shadow danco a fan-turtle
lance oh the floor and volte. Her
thought# were back In the past, foRowfngth<> downward- path of two generationsof the Biut'kadders. Forty years
ago! How far away seemed those days
H m il IllSi'v auu iw»«: UOCII. u. unci

season in Lindonn. Tower.' How fond
was the old lord, then a man- lii hisprime,of the beautiful ludy whom he
liad brought to be the mistress of Lin-'
dean; how proud of the bright-eyed boy
who by and by came to carry on Ma
ancient line! Hut then? came strife,
and after It sorrow, ur.d- at lertgth
shame. ®ho unfaithful wife was dead
long ago. For thirty years and more
her name had never been irttertal "wlth-^
Jn these waJJ.v. The spirit of the late
!«»rd hud paired iiv the storm that
wasted the wood of Llndean. Nobody
mourned him.unless it wore Barbara
herself. He grew harder ami darker of
mood with age and brooding on M«.
wrongs. Ho .never came near Llndean,,
except In his black llts. Then he would
drink deep, and the place would became
like helL In thOsis old1 days Barbara,
too, had had her romance. That, like
all else, had turned to galK For u momentthe memory of It surged up out of
the hurled past In nil It® bitterness. Yet
worpe by far tjhan a dead grief Is a livingsorrow. On the muster of Lindean,
the last sdon of his race, she hud bestowedthe treasure of lier old heart.
Others might blame him: to her he was
always the gnilinnt, wayward lad whom
rhe hud spold«*d and petted long ugo.
For her he had always the kind wonj
and bright look. But he had fasten fur;
he hud followed dark and devious ways.
He had made haste to;squander his patcltnAnvn'ttil. h oc. ImnVrJoinl nlronilv in
purse.and reputation. Of al? that be-'
ionged to him there remained only the.
desolate mansion* and the barren acres
around It. Word* had come that he was
on hlsrway home to the only shelter left
to the heir of Llndean. j
At any hour the wanderer might eppear.The old care-taker looked up.

again to listen. Was-It fancy, or did
she see the tongue of the great bell,
from the deserted banauet' rooin sway-
ing noiselessly to and; fro? Her eyes
must be'growing dazed with age. Aye.
Time was the conqueror of nil' things^
It had dragged down the strong stem of
Lindean well nigh to the dust; Once,
youth and mirth and movement had flll-
ed the hous«? from kitchen to battle-i
.ment. Now its llf«? had burned down V>
one tiny and expiring spark. Death is a
sleuth hound that tracks down the'
great and smull alike. Youthful limbs
may for a time outrun him; but stumble,and his fangs are in your throat
With old age he draws pearer and

. ....nntllnir him Pb » -
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bara glanced fearfully round, as if she
heard his breathing behind her.as if
the grisly presence might be crouching
for the spring in the shadow of the old
dresser.
God have' mercy! the bell pealed out

imperiously, impatiently, as the old lord
was wont to ring it when his summons
was net answcrea on the instant. ;Barbarastarted upright, her hair stirring
and her llesh creeping from fear. A
hundred strunge thoughts race through
her brain. Could It be the dead father
who needed help? Still, the bell elangedloudly. For Barbara there was only
one thing to be done. The house was in
her care. The lost servitor of the Blackaddersmust not fall. She must awwer
the call.
With shaking fingers the brave old

woman lighted the candle and retraced
the dark passages. In the hall she took
down from Its nail Vivian Blnekadder's
sword and approached the closed door
os tne uuur.g rguai. 1 v lw.

came a noise like th* sott rustling of
sklrfs against Jthft Moor and walls; then
a Btrange Inarticulate cry of anger or
of terror. Barbara hesitated "for a moment,then tur.ned..th«< handle and pushedopen lhe door. She stood on the
threshhold with the light held In one
hand In front of her and the sword
grasped In the other. The room was In
darkness, but across the narrow space
Illuminated from the door there floated
noiselessly a vague black object on a
level with her eyes. She stepped back
a pace and remained spellbound. Again
the snapeless thing came and disappeared.A third time It returned from
i*u hnf rimv If rntno RWlftlV tO-
ward h«*r, disclosing n horrible whke
tace In which were two round and flamingeyes that secm»*d to scintillate yellowsparks. The light was blown out.
and Barbara. Rankin, still holding the
blade pointed at fhe intrudr-r. fell with
a crash on the stone floor In. a dead
faint.
Long nfter. she came to her«#ltl she

was cold ami stlfT, and she crept to her
bed, where she lay trembling and wonderinguntil dawti. Morning brings light
nnd comfort. It brought the explanation
of the mystery M the bight. An owl
had found its way down the open chimneyinto the dining room. Tljp, sooty
impress of Its wings and talons wax
traced all over the whlte«vnshed colling
and cornices, and one could seo tyhera
the terrified bird had clung desperately
to the exposed bell wires.

It might be the harbinger of anotlier
night wanderer. Barbara stopped forth
Into the morning air, and making her
way to the spot where the Llndean burn
'breaks from under the cover of the
wood, stood shading her eyes with her
wrinkled hand and guzlng Into the
plcln. Under the ragged canopy of the
leaves brooded a pale, amber-colored
light. Not a breath of ulr was stirring;
fi'ot the ruiBPt and yellow leaves lost
their hold and floateB dovva to earth in
n perpetual gentle shower. The first
snow of winter had fallen. It lay In the
hollows of th" wood In long swathes,
like winding sheets, which the descendingleaven had spotted as with .blood;
The scarlet hlpberrjea gleamed from
the naked thorns above a tangled tapcslrfof bracken and bramble. With
(he stream floated frail and painted argosiesand bcloiv.ihe surface the water
was full of sodden and rotten leaves, nil
on a downward voyage. Nature was visbttr'-vfH i' ' /»»».
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erglea.v It was lovely with the Iovell[Man ol decay. Near and far the landIscape was full of strange, crude notef
of color. The trunks of the birch treea

-« -V* *ka Kwrwn.tr allm.
HIUl IlliCU U1C VUUIOC vl uic */ wn D">"mcredwhltefy through the pale purple

i hate of their ltehenea branches. Beyohd
them' tho (folden tassels of the larches
rose .above the funeral plumes of the
spruce-wood. On the dead green of the
steep grassy banks were ruddy stars
and sashes; and lower down, where the
morning fog was rising like smoke from
the stubble-land, the plowmen were
turning long rad furrows.
Out of the mist, making his way towardthe house of Lindean emerged a

man on horseback. A Hush of Joy came
lntrt Barbara's withered cheek, and she
made several swift steps toward * the
house. She stopped to look again, and
illght faded from her eyes Hind color
from her face. This was not the riding
of a- Blackadder of Lindean. The men
of that blood rode with straight back
and free rein, whether they were followingtheir kino to battle or hunting
the king's subject, on the'mosses, of the
Lammermuirs. Barbara waited ns if
frozen to the ground until the horse^
man came up. He was a messenger

..,1 Vio hold
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out to her a letter In a red envelope. It
was addressed to her, and she opened
it mechanically and looked at the writill*within. It was a telegram from the
neighboring: market town, and it tola
In its summary way that Lord Llndean
.was on his way'to his own houa*.dead.
He had come so far on the previous
day, intending to ride home the same
night. But; changing his mtnd, he had
gone to his bedroom In the inn. He had
his gun-cjs*e with him, and the piece
may have exploded by nccident In his
hands, or.heaven only knows! A shot
was heard,-and he was found with his
brains spattered on the floor.
How much of the message old BarbaracompreherSVi ro one may say.

She knew that last prop of the
House of Lindeon lod fallen, and her
heart stood atlll forevtsr. She sank to
earth, with the letter clenched In her
Krasp, and the dead loaves floated down
on her white head. There was none to
receive the toat Lord of Llndean..John
Glddle In the Illustrated London Ncwa.
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HAROLD WAS PLEBEIAN
And When lie Grew Older he Asserted

Himself.
Toronto Saturday Night: {'Where's

the boy?" Inquired Mr. Spadlna, cheerily,nnd It occurred to him that It was

about time for his seven-year-old eon

to bid him good-night.
"The boy," replied Mrs. Spaldhft acverely,"Is In bed."
"Xat iilck ?"
"So. He Is tiot sick," said Mrs. Spadlna.In a tone that implied something

even worse. "I've been waiting for an

opportunity to tell you all about It, but
have, not had a chance until now. It
Just means this, that we must move
away from thin neighborhood.:,It's no
place to bring up a boy,and I Just won't
stand it. We must get a house In some
part of the city where Harold will have

/children In nluv with." i
"But, what'* the mallet*?" nuked tli<»

husbnml, with concern. "What has happened?"
"Well. I'm tolling you Just na fast ok

F can. This afternoon Harold had just
#ot home from school when the doorbell
rang. I wa« In the hnll and answered
the door myself, for I saw a boy thorn.
On opening the door the boy nald to
me, 'Plea*", can Mike come out to play
ballV I told him that wo had no Mike
here, and aaJd he had called nt the
wrong house. 'N*o,' he an Id. '1 m«*nn
Mlk#*, you know.your toof, Mike. I
gtie you ''all him Harold,' he J'ald.

.Vow, what <lo, you think of that?
Well, you may be sure I told that boy
what I thought of him, and he began
lo whimper and said that Harold nfta
I'rUfd himr-thal'* Just what hi- said.
Harold hod licked him yesterday for not
railing hint Mike, and everybody called
him Mlko iit school. And It's worse than
ff»rtt. far fch*y mil him Mike Spud.not
Harold Hpadlna, but Mike 8pad,"
"Well, upon my word!" exclaimed Mr.

Hpadlna.
"I marcited otit Into tho dining roorp.

where Harold was eut|ng some bread

ic^=w;
THE RUMMER ENGAGEMENT.
en ljurouuceuj.ji iwmu w nje 1 ii»ve pv

am one of the men you were engaged to

and butter," continued Mrs. JjjMdjfia,
"and.I went 4or hlm.'und do you know
that child sat op In *hja chair and aald
that he'd rather l)« called. M|ke t.han
Harold, and that sine* hit.chums have
started to call him M1l<e.8pad the other
gang's afraid of him. Well, I Just Mike
Spaded him wlth'fl strap-and aent-.hlm.
off to.b<*d,at G o'.clock.. and he^a there
yet. Mike Spad!" she added, with lp*
tense feeling. On each repulsive wovjl.
"The little scamp!"^ exclaimed. Mr,

Spadlno.
"We have b«cn talking of getting a

better house In some other part of the
/ Ifv fetr ii Inner time." Mfilri Mrs. Snfldl-

na, "and I'm sick and tired of this place.
We can't send him over to that school
any .longer, with Its rowdy names and
its (fangs and Its fightIng. Harold ban
clearly been fighting. for the toy sold
a* much."
The father was looklrig silently nt the

rilling and puffing at lifa even clgnv. He
generally thought matters over before
glrlng his decision. )jind Mrs. Spodlna
cautiously went upstairs. when* sh*
found the formidable Mike Spad sound
asleep and with the'clothing kicked off
him.
And Mr. Spadina blew a whiff from

his cigar and said: "At school thoy
used to call me Hump." And presently
he smiled, and knocking the ashes off
'his cigar, he chuckled: "There's good
'stuff In Mike. I womler how biff that

EXPRESSIVE CRITICISM.
No Play Ever was Roisted Like this in

New York.
Clara Wpham. who off th*» stage* la

Mrs. Louis Manns Ip responsible for the
following story:
"Mr. Mann and myself," she pay*,

were members of th<* company playing
Nothing but Money/ which tourfd the
country, and oui. In California several
other plece» were produced. And then
we starred! Yes. It was a bit of romance.Mr. Mann ar.d I wanted to be
marrtcd, and it seemed to us- that the
best way to do was to make the part-

SHE ACCEPTED HIM.
even in an engagement,'lieutenant?
making overtures to the enemyt anil h

nershlp artistic aj? well nn matrimonial.
In- the second respect the venture was
tin emphatic nuccers, but In the llrst.
hardly. You see, the play was bad, ol-
though the characters were good; and
the venture did not prove what one
would wish.
"Out at one of the one-night stands,

one of the first places visited by up, Mr.
Mann was curious to see how the piece
was liked by the people, so he wervt
down to a, neighboring barroom after
the show. Surely enough, there were
some of those who -had paldv anil they
were talking it over among rhemaelvev.

" 'Wolt, John,' sadd' one, 'beeu t* the
toow to-night?' * !
" 'Yns,' was the response.
" 'What d' ye think about It?'
"The second man simply turned hlH

back to the first speaker, drew aside his
coal' fulls and simply wild, 'Kick me.'
That wm nil that he said, but that was
quite enough."

UNINTENTIONAL INSULT*

But it Cost the Bu%lne*vl ike Postmaster
His Life.

Harper's ]dinar: "Yes, sir, you ain't
ho a rut Yankee postmaster we've had
In thlH town; there wan one afore you
came; but I hope you'll have better
luck than he did. I hope you will."
"Why, what happened to him, Major?

What did he do?"
"Died.uudden."
"Oh! In thnt j«o? Hut what tvnn the

matter with him? What oiled him?"
"Nuthln* particular; he Just died,

Wa'ut that 'naugh?" 1

"Yp.m, T flhould thlnjc It won. But surelythere mum have been sorfvethlng that
killed him?"
"Yea. there was.Colonel Parker." .

"Oh!"
Durlwr the painful Hllenco- that followed,the major continued to swing: his

feet Idly agulnrtt the counter on which
h»- wnn fitting. *

,

"You wee, Ji w/w thJa way," he al hint
continued. "The colonel he was u great

on you somewhere before
lust summer.

letter writer.wrote more letters than
everybody else In town put together.
Stfll .doe* far as that goes. Well, sir,
the colonel,- beli' a gentleman of the
striates!. honor, <ll,ln't usually trouble
himself to put stamps on his letters;
he'd -lint write tin In the corner like.
CKarfre to box 17/ Now between gentleman,of.course that: was all that *va*
necessary. But. that derned Yankee, It
seemed,wa'nt to gentlemen's ways.
bo ho thought he'd ought to put a atop
to It. Reckbn lie's sorry hfr did, now.
Well, sir, -anyway. In- cornea the colonel
one day lnt,o this «to're, and t'other
Yank was behind the barH, Just like you
nro now, lookln* for all the world like a
Jail-bird. The colonel walked up to tho
window to auk for hie mall, but before
he could got out ft word out came a letteramoved at him, one of his own. atlll
unstamped.
"What Is that?* cried the colonel,

flu*))!?' up at the Insult.
fThat. sir,' says that big fool of n

postmaster'that, sir. Is a letter you
put in this office.*

" 'And why the deuce didn't yon mail
It, thonr
" Because it hasn't.got a stanjp on.lt.'
" *Jt hasn't, ch? Well, I'd like to know

what'that menu*.' tup* the colonel,
pointing to the wrltln* In the corner;
'don't It say there. Charge to box 17?'
" *Yes, It says that all right 'nough,'

answered that frolhafdj* Idloi, 'but I'm
tired o' thnt sort o' thin*, and I ain't
"feoln* to stand It any longer.' Slowed If
those wa'nt his very words.
"But, major, the colonel.what did he

do?"
"The colpnel? Oh, *he shot him, of

course.'' .

Oh!"
"Yes. sir. and what gets me Is that they
were dernod near havln' litigation about
the matter."

Feminine Forethought.
Chicago Tribune: Mr. Upjohn.And

you invited the Rlghups to come and
dine with us to-morrow, when you know
your house cleaning Isn't half done?
mr*. up;opn.n jvjji dp

raining cats and Jogs. Thry won't

^ \
ope to be Jji ojjc1soon.

come, and we will hove paid a social
debt. 1 generally know what I'm doing.
John.

THIS EARTH BAD ENOUGH.
But Preferable by For to a Sojuro on

Jupiter.
Detroit Free Prtfas: "What did you

say those ate?" inquired itie man with
the old-fashioned derby hat who had
panned to patronize the curbstone ns|tronomer,
"Those are the moon.* of Jupiter," re!idled the proprietor of the telescope,
"Let me «ee. Jupiter.that's one of

the planets."
ABSUrQUIf.
"Well, thf-re's n great deal to com-jplain of on thin earth, but It might be

worse. With all tho drawback!*. I'm
glsd I live here Instead of on Jupiter."
"Of course; you have no as.suranco

that tin* condition* there would brt
adapted to your kind of life."

"It Isn't that. I'm one of the sort of
people who «'nn bunk down anywhere
and be comfortable with a piece of liar
tack and a cup of coffee. There's only
one thing that given me the blues, nnd
that's Ueelng the new moon over my
left shoulder. It's bad enough on thl"
earth having lo be on the lookout for
one moon every four weeks, but if 1
lived on a planet where there were four
nf Ihnm 1 i.nliA* ..1,1/1 1. 1 i

vtootl. it all row to hhow that no mot-
tor how bad things are they might bo
worut."

1 ho Waya of I ookinq at If.
\* Chicago Trlbuno: ".Mr. Addemup."
said Mr. PpotrnMli, severely, to the
bookkeeper, "I Iuvp spoken before of
Vour careless manner of smoking In the
nflico. You throw a lighted match Into
tho waste basket a little while iigo, nml
net n lot of paper «>« Are. Such work as
thnt might j»tnrt h biff blase some day."

"It was heedless," replied the book-
keeper. "I will see that tho ofllce bos*
keeps that w auto basket emptied here|after." I

SIMWF WRmrSSlMC

Nothing on Cart* Coufd Feadi tiih Mai (Us
Pr. per Place.vWashingtonStar: It took « very

short time to ascertain that the new

young man had net out to be the life of
"the table. He had evidently read books
In ifhich table chat Is represented as

something kaleidoscopic and thrilling,
and ho was out to furnish his full quota
of glitter. He beamed around'the tableonce or .twice, and then tucked his
napkin under his chin, lie had met one
or two of the people. but he. did nut
care. He was neither proud nor selfish,
andttalked loudly enough to give everybodythe benefit of what he had to say.
He was determined not to let the conversationget on without him. Re was
never baffled by mining Units in. his
ch In of thought.
T.ie member of Congress, with a bas.«

voice and n big mustache, s.ild to the
elderly lady:

"It's rather cool this evening, isn't
It?"

r». »,« " ttTrlnlmod th<» vounur

man, before she had time to reply, "that
remind* me. Speaking of cool, you
know, there Ifn't anyoody cooler than a
lawyer. And speaking of lawyers, what
i» the difference between one of them
and a burglar who has Just discovered
« tool With which to cut the bars of
a cell? If takes a little while to say It,
but it's so clever that It's worth tlif
time. You see, one notices a file and
the other flies a notice.",
Turning to the member of Congress,

the elderly lady said that It was rather
cool.

"I hone It hasn't killed all- the
fceaoheV* said the man who has a
moderate tyicome. and who does nothingexcept take walks and read ihe papers.
"Speaking of peaches," said tl»e young

man, "reminds me of a good one.
Peaches always nuke me trngk or tne
country. ami the country makes me
think of cows, and ihe rows make me
think of milk, and milk makes me
tKlnk of oatmeal. And could anybody
tell me the difference between the garmentwhich now covers my shottklfr
and a portion of my breakfast? Now.
I've given you a good hint at that one.
Nobody said a word, and she cheerily

rtaumad: "Oh, well, I couldn't blame
anybody far not guessing, ttlthough'all
mese answuis m-t-ui >«-(j %«»«** .

you know them. One 1* an pld coat and
the other is a cold oat." , >
The member of Congress glared and

the elderly lady elevated Iier gla?»e» to
get d better "view pf the new yoiittg
man, who looking up and down the thbio.grinning vei-enely. v "<*

There was.a silence fpr some time.
The 'elderty. lady thoughtlessly "broke
In to inquire of the high schooh glflfc
"How dl^ you Ilka the play last night,

dear?".
"It was delightful," she answered.

"Even if one dldn'fc-care for xhe-ftt&r's
acting, one couldn't he/p but admire
her laces."
"That reminds me of a good one," the

new young man broke forth. "Speakingof laces, what Is the difference sbetweena delay In a lawsuit and the attainmentof a graceful feminine figure?Ono is u stay, of proceedings And
the other is a proceeding of stays. Ain't
W.. o trnnrl (W1P. I kllOW 8 lot Irf0re,

only 1 muke a rule never" to tfell them
union they lit right into the conversation."
"Young man," paid the Congressman

with a bass voice and a large mustache,
"I'm not a very flrood hand at that sort
of thing, |>ut 1 have one. What Is the
difference between you and Balaam's
as*?*
"That must be a remarkably clever

one. 1 give It up."
"Why, Balaam's ass was remarkable

solely for the fact that It spoke when
It wasn't expected to say anything, and
.you'll have to excuse me, but I am

not sure whether there Is any more to
the answer or not, or whether It even

fits the conundrum."
People looked horrified; all but the

new young man.
He smiled patronizingly at the Congressmanand exclaimed:
"Those things are a little embarrassing,but don't get discouraged. I used

to get rattled myself once In a while,
when I was first starting In."

JIEK FAITH IN ONE SI IN .

By following an old Saw She Gained her
Henri's Deilre Right Off.

JndJannpoHs Journal She Is a confidingyoung: grirl of about twenty, ami
as she and a friend walked up the street
she began to talk. "It !e real funny.
Perhaps you will not think It Is funny

by the way.I tell It, but It was real

funny nnyhow. You know VVIM J
has lived next lo our house for two

years, at least, and I hud never had an

introduction to Mm. I met him constantlyonce every day and often two or

throe times. I wan-ted to speak to him;
he is so nice looklnK nnd so o!«un, and
I have heard such nice things said about
him, but «k I had1 not been Introduced I
*;.i nni think It would be Just the thing.
"Whfti made It u the mure acgrava:»

Ini? was that MinnieH. wouli>come over

to our f:';;!."" every few evenings anil
she would fit there to toe Mm come

or leave the house. Slje wanted to

know him and wanted me to give n.v
an introduction, hut I couldn't, of
eourfo. I hud not had one myself. Site
would Say. 'Well, If I had lived next
door to such u trice young man for tw*o
month*. Instead of two year*, you may
just believe I would know him, one way
or another.'
"It made mo feel asi If I hnd done such

a mean, sneaking thing not <o set an

Introduction so I could Introduce her.
I was talking about wishing I could
meet hltn one night hefore Aunt Ellen,
and she s-ald, 'Why don't you make a
.-ioh !r th,. nroner vvav'." 1 just bejrired
her to toll me of any way tlint a wish
could bo made to come true, and stie
nntywered, 'Kiss & baby.'

" 'KIjw a baby?' ^ald 1. In antonleh-
mont *1 never hoard that WMfinsr a

baby would mnke wlnhe«» come true.'
" 'M will,' *nld my Hunt. 'If you kins

a baby for the flr^t time and make a
wish before speaking- your wish will
come true.'

"I InuFThod*. but T looked out for a baby
that I hnd never klffod. Woll, as good
luck would have It. an I wont to church
the ncxi tiny I mot Annl^ S. and her
baby that 1 had never K* '*n before.
'Now In my chnnco,* thought I, nnd l
stopped ar.d admired that bnby for nil
It way worth, ard ril&re, too, and I
Ktoop'd ar.d kU®ed It.

"I frit almost guilty to be uMn^ that
dear little Innocer.t baby to mako my
wish eomo true, ar.d 1 felt my face rw
rod' as I Irantd" «K*r It. 1 wan Rind for
once that I llush ea.«l.y. for I know my
face wof* like a brat."
"Well, dirt the wish romo fine?" said

I he friend, whu could luirdly wait tohvnrthe end of the s-iory.
"Come true." nld the Rlrl triumphantly."I nhould my It dl<» come true,

and the very next any. I went down
town antl met h menu, who iixk«>« mo

If 1 would' ko with In r to do an errand.
1 wor t with her, -ntf where do you suplmiy)w to'oi im'" Without waiting
f»»r iv reply nhv went on: "Straight Into
that jounir man's office. and before I
knew It eh" hnu introduced us. My
heart eome right up In my throat, and I
could not say a word. He mild he was

gJad t<» meet me bcouuse we lived* ho

near tog< ther, and1 now we speak every
day. Minnie ha# not been over since It
happened, and I am not xuro thnt I
«h«M tcJJ about the witching schemv. l
am going to keep that to myself, and I
hope you will not tell any but your very
best friends."

Taking no Chance*.
Chicago Tribune: "Isn't there some,

thing in my policy," nuked u caller at
u La Salle liiHurance office the other

VVlI U UID

M
j

c

Eth .You say that Jock klpr-cl.
Evelyn.-Yen, but he s<|id he cU«ln'
Eth -What Old you say?

'* Evelyn.Oh, After that 1 told hlr

day,, "about niar having to 'report any
change or residence?' "
"X**, sir,' nald the man at the nearestdesk, picking UJ> a pen. Where

have you moved to?*
"I haven't hioyetl "fanywhere," rejoinedthe caller. VI have pude 'u

Change In my residence by painting It a
Uptit Mra'.v color ami j>uui»h «

th»chimney, r think that1* all. 3ood
flay."

APPAHINH.Y EAOtR TO ENIIST

But was a Trifle Disconcerted Mmj| Iw
rbu'nd tbat noJCou'd.'

f Chicago Post: He joo. very determinedwhen he enttfred the recruiting
office, and' walked *up, to the officer In

charge.
"The boy's down our way," ho snW,

"told ine'l.was afraid to enlist. They've
Just been daring nit; ever since this war
broke out. so something hau to be done.
"Ami that'swhy you'ro here!" sugr

gestnl the ruerultlng omcer In u tone of
inquiry.
"Ye*. slrj that's why I'm hero," an,swered the stranger." "There can't anylpody take a whaok at my patriotism,

and my courage and'get away >vlth tho
bluff. I'm here to git In line to'do up
tlnv Sjianlrh. and I dpn't want any one

to forget It.'"
The officer picked up a pen and pre-,

pared to write. \
"if you're mire you want to enlist,"

he #m.V "why.
"Sure!" bfoke In the stranger. "Sure!

>WU'you Just bet 1*11 prove thope fellows
liar® or know the reason why. I don't
think much otcwarm a general proposition,but therfr can't be anybody stand
around and danvmc moro'n six or eight
times before something happens. Mebtie
r moght have stood what the boys had
to say, but when my wife told me I was
afraid to light if was Just a Ie'etle too
much. AM'I'm afraid of is that you
won't have me."
"Oh, we'll take you fast enough," returnedthe recruiting oUlcer. "Just

give me your name and "

"Mebbe I oucht to tell j'ou before you-1
go too far," Interrupted the valiant
youth again, "that I am troubled with
hammer 'toes.two of 'em, one on each
foot."
"That doetn't make anv difference,"

replied the recruiting- o^cer.
"Why.why. I thought hammer toe«

MEN VS. l'RETTY GIRLS

1.When a man hasn't a boll he's ari

. : 1

3.j't a man should sit on the ktjis» for
a moment, this Is what happens to
him.

"

f»--\Vhen ro»e* art* taken by the mon,
the policeman takt'8 them at onco
and-*

SHE MEAN.

umi Inul rifl>ht? i
t mean to Uo It..

t

. I couldn't think of forgiving Mm.

IrttcrlrreiV with a man*« ability to
m«r«h," nugsPps"*! 'he applicant.
"It due*." admitted'the recruiting offl.

cer, "liut we'll pUt you In the cavalry."
Thft applicant nave a deep slRh, and

.iiiwiraWed that that ivoul mlt him Urn
rate, put that he couldn't ride very well.
"NV&'er mind," answeted the- recruit.

In* otflctr. "You ijin eoon learn. Now,
If yuSiim JUJt give me your name I'll
liut it JD»n and send'you to the doctor't
lor.-'

'That re&thds me," broke in the maa
wha irantedyo enlist, "thai I have b»»en
a cigarette Smoker for the last tea
year*T if i

' ^matter. We're not so particular
now uVwere were. Just "

Vl-have&a. weak heart, too, and I'm
rather short-winded."
."Oh. that'a aM right. If you're win.Inigto take- the chances. wc are. Ju*t

give me your name, and It trill be all
right."
The youth gave another long sigh beforeanswering.
"Well. I'M tell yotf how it Is." he said.

"Mebbp my wltt spoke In haste when
*h<* said*I was Afraid to,go. I guess
I'll just run back and ask. her about It
before taking a step that she may re*
gret all her life."

HI* Offer Rejected.
Chicago Times: up ana aown in#

room, with lowering brow, and flatten
working nervously, strode the younf
roan.
"Proud maid!" he aaId, ''You reject

my offer becausel cannot afford to put
on the style that other men can! Yon
have no higher aspirations, perhapsr
"Perhaps!"- she echoed, tapping thi

floor with her fairy foot
"Hal A thought, strikes me!" ht

burst forth. "You have had another offer?"
"I have, air!" rep]Jed the radiant

maiden, rising and looking down Id
scorn at the young man. *1 have been
offered $30 a week to be the cashier of
a down-town cafe."
And the proprietor of the suburbsn

lunch counter, who had thought to se-
cure ((IV flcrritcn 01 wun t*rgat juuus

lady for $16 a month, uith two meals &
day thrown in, went away, hopelessly
crushed.

RipiNG IN THE PARKS.

r

2.When a pretty girl haim't a bell th«
policeman w? her a whJatle.

ji.m |

4.Should a prelty grlrl sit on the *ra«.
the pollcrmnn

~\
c

ft-present# them to the pretty girl.


